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stuff. Things that we thought were fit only for
burning, these people would not give up without a
fight. If they wanted a fight, we could not say
no, and so we fought our way to all the rubbish
that could fill our stack and made it so high a's it
never was before.
I shall not describe our setting fire to the stack
and the wonderful success that the bonfire was.
My joy in the Holi bonfire when I was young was
a matter of instinct. Even today it is very much
the same and only a very little rationalised. When
this is the case one has not the words which can
describe the joy. Our bonfire used to be lit on
a field outside the village. The lane to our
village lay on the margin of the field. There are
four or five peepul trees close to the spot. Some
distance from these is a temple of Hanuman. In
the distance you see the tank-bund and at the
end of it the high road. Our field was thus most
beautifully situated for a bonfire. When the huge
stack took fire and lit the peepul tree and the
temple and the nearby houses and the trees on
the nearer margin of the tank, this enclosure of
firelight within the outer enclosure of moonlight
made an impression on the mind that gave delight
but defied analysis. Were we in the same old
village or was it a reflection of it in another